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had always seemed to the clan to be something
recognizably permanent at Stone, was not there. It
may be that she was not disappointed. She had received
much kindly condescension, much thoughtless patron-
age from her brothers and sisters, in the course of the
long years at Stone. And she was inclined to love her
barren place in the sun of the County Galway better
than her back seat among the splendours of Stone.
But, like most people with a strong vein of simplicity
in them, Augusta was secretive of her private thoughts.
Her letter to Stone explaining her inability to be present
was a model of what such a letter should be. Goward,
moved to exaggeration by the emotional moment,
spoke quite highly of it. "She was always the best of
us/' he went so far as to say.

" One of the best," he corrected himself, a little later.

Susan told him he had taken a long time to discover
this. And also that, anyhow, she didn't believe in old
Gussy's pious grief. She knew Gussy better than he
did, and Gussy was sly.

Goward said, "Really", with marked coldness, and
retired to the library.

They were sitting in the drawing-room, after dinner.
Charlotte did needle-work and maintained a suitably
sorrowful demeanour; her long-nosed husband (now,
since his father's death, a Duke) yawned and coughed
and wished that one's father-in-law's decease need not
interfere with one's hunting; Susan's Hemingby was
apparently deep in a book; Susan herself, ostensibly-
occupied with a piece of embroidery, allowed her
attention to wander sardonically over the others,
storing up observations for future use. Louisa, the
half-sister, sat writing a letter to her husband, who
was abroad.